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POEMS  OF  THE  HEART. 


FANTASY. 


As  I  lay  upon  my  pillow. 
„  Like  a  ship  tossed  on  the  billow, 
-  -Weary  with  the  wild  commotion 
Of  the  waves  that  swell  life's  ocean  : 
Thus,  with  grief  and  care  opprest, 
Thought  I  of  that  life  more  blest. 

Thought  I  of  two  once  dear  faces, 
Lovely  e'en  in  Death's  embraces, 
Who  so  earlv  in  life's  morning 
Sought  a  land  of  brighter  dawning  ; 
And  I  longed,  as  there  I  lay, 
For  those  sweet  faces,  gone  for  aye. 

Till  at  length,  with  eyes  half  closing, 
In  a  sort  of  dreamy  dozing, 
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I  beheld  a  beauteous  creature  — 
Saw  distinctly  every  feature, 
As,  in  form  so  wondrous  fair, 
It,  gazing,  stood  beside  me  there. 

While  this  visitant  so  peerless, 
With  its  beauty  made  me  fearless, 
And  I  thought  with  admiration 
That  from  some  celestial  station  — 
Some  more  placid  realm  of  air, 
It  had  sought  this  world  of  care. 

Thus  I  said,  "  O  lovely  spirit ! 
What  fair  clime  do  ye  inherit? 
Come  ye  from  that  unseen  portal, 
Where  they  dwell  who  once  were  mortal  ? 
Tell  me,  then,  of  that  fair  zone, 
And  of  the  dear  ones  thither  flown." 

Then  with  look  more  deep  and  latent, 
It,  pointing  upward,  said,  "  Be  patient  : 
In  that  land  beyond  the  river, 
Love  lives  on  to  perish  never. 
Cease,  then,  every  anxious  sigh  ; 
Wait  and  trust  till  by  and  by." 

tf  But,"  said  I,  "  O  spirit  holy, 
Though  I  be  so  weak  and  lowly, 
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And  perceive  this  earthly  station 
To  be  one  of  short  probation, 
Yet  I  fain  would  know  while  here, 
Something  more  of  those  so  dear. 

rf  Do  they,  in  that  loftier  dwelling, 
Where  the  joys  exceed  all  telling, 
Where  there  lurks  no  cloud  of  sorrow, 
To  obscure  the  bright  to-morrow  — 
Do  they,  in  that  holier  birth, 
Spare  a  thought  for  those  of  earth  ? 

'Those  who  still  in  retrospection, 
Treasure  fondest  recollection, 
-    Who  amid  earth's  busy  thronging, 
For  the  vanished  ones  are  longing : 
Are  not  these  remembered  there, 
By  the  forms  released  from  care  ?  " 

Then  once  more  replied  the  spirit, 
'They  who  higher  life  inherit, 
Leave  no  gift  at  death's  dark  portal, 
When  he  claimeth  what  is  mortal  ; 
Powerless  is  his  dart  to  slay 
Aught  except  the  garb  of  clay. 

"Doubt  not,  then,  but  they  are  nearest 
Unto  those  who  were  the  dearest, 
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From  that  realm  of  broader  vision, 
To  this  landscape  of  transition. 
Still  they  wander  to  and  fro, 
As  did  angels  long  ago." 

Then  this  form  so  condescending, 
So  instructing  and  befriending, 
Seemed  as  if  my  thoughts  discerning, 
Which  were  full  of  anxious  yearning, 
For  it  bade  me  not  while  here, 
Seek  to  make  each  mystery  clear. 

Bade  me  "  trust  Him  whose  far-seeing 
Framed  for  earth  this  fragile  being, 
Here  to  dwell  so  short  a  season, 
Yet  endowed  with  sense  and  reason, 
Gifts  which  ever  seem  to  say, 
Love  and  life  outlast  the  clay." 

Then  it  ceased  its  admonition, 
And  with  backward  slow  transition, 
Waved  a  loving  farewell  token, 
Though  no  parting  word  was  spoken  ; 
Thus  it  faded  from  my  sight, 
At  the  dawn  of  morning  light. 

And  although  beyond  my  knowing, 
Whence  it  came  or  whither  going, 
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I  presumed  'twas  once  a  mortal, 
Who  had  reached  the  higher  portal, 
And  from  its  starry  home  above 
Returned  to  scatter  light  and  love. 

For  it  left  me  braver  hearted 
To  endure  the  hopes  departed  ; 
Left  me  with  a  calmer  sorrow , 
Trusting  in  a  bright  to-morrow, 
Where  the  veil  will  lifted  be, 
And  explained  life's  mystery. 


BEAUTIFUL   WORLD. 


(Lines  suggested  by  conversation  with  an  atheist  who, 
though  about  to  depart  this  life,  had  no  belief  in  a  future 
existence,  and  could  see  no  cause  for  thankfulness  or 
gratitude  in  this  world,  because  all  that  is  beautiful  is 
overshadowed  with  death.) 

Beautiful  world,  with  thy  blossoming  trees, 
Thy  wild  birds  and  roses  and  sweet  humming 

bees, 
Thou    doth  gladden    the  ear,   and  the  vision 

delight, 
Yet  over  each  day  falleth  shadows  of  night. 
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Bright  beautiful  world,  why  so  fair  wert  thou 
made, 

When  each  little  sunbeam  must  bring  with  it 
shade, 

When  the  treasures  we  prize  but  entwine 
round   the  heart, 

To  leave  deeper  the  vacancy  when  they  de- 
part. 

O  world  of  delusion,  of  sorrow  and  pain  ! 

Who  bestoweth  thy  gifts  but  to  take  them 
again  ; 

And  the  cry  of  the  mourners,  the  wail  of  des- 
pair, 

Casts  a  shadow  of  darkness  o'er  all  that  is 
fair. 

Thy  valleys  and  plains  are  abundantly  spread, 
Profusion  of  blessings  wherever  we  tread ; 
But    Death,    cruel   Death,   reigneth  monarch 

of  all, 
And  by  his  dread  decree  every  blossom  must 

fall. 

Wherever    the  fairest    and    sweetest    flowers 

grow, 
Will  descend  the  first  sling  of  his  arrow  and 

bow  ; 
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For    he    greedily    claimeth    each  one  for  his 
own  — 
9  The  sweet  opening  bud  and  the  fragrant  new 
blown. 

Then,  beautiful  world,  with  thy  blossom  and 

bloom, 
What  availeth   thy   fragrance   and  wealth  of 

.     perfume  ? 
What  availeth  this  short  life  to  blind  mortal 

given, 
If  there  lie  not  behind  it  a  sequel,  or  heaven? 

But  can  we  who  were  fashioned  to  gaze  on 
•  -    *  the  sky, 
To-rontemplate  its  vastness  with  wonder  and 

joy. 
To    discern    the  bright    planets    revolving  in 

space, 
And  a  skilful  designer  in  all  things  to  trace  — 

Can    we  think,  while  beholding   around  and 

above, 
Such   marvellous  grandeur   and  wisdom  and 

love, 
That  the  same  Divine  Hand  would  this  short 

life  bestow, 
To    leave    unexplained  all    its    mystery    and 


woe  ? 
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No  !     This  transient  abode  which  was  formed 

from  the  clod 
Holds  a   tenant  whose  life  was  the  breathing 

of  God  ; 
And  though  Death   may  the   frail   habitation 

destroy, 
The  tenant  within  all  his  power  will  defy. 

For  the  soul  is  a  part  of  the  Infinite  One, 
An  immortal,  and  destined  to  ever  live  on  ; 
When  the   task  is  fulfilled  and  the  transient 

path  trod, 
Returning  again  to  its  maker  and  God. 

Then  sad,  beautiful  world,  when  we  bid  thee 
good  night, 

When  thy  shadowy  landscape  recedes  from 
our  sight, 

It  will  be  in  a  loftier  sphere  to  abide, 

Where  all  murmurings  and  doubts  will  for- 
ever subside. 


THE  BIRDS  THAT  HAVE  FLOWN. 

Oh,  where  are  the  sweet  little  faces 
That  were  lovely  as  birds  in  a  nest? 

They  have  flown  to  a  clime  that  I  know  not, 
And  left  me  with  sorrow  opprest. 
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They  -have  strayed  o'er  the  dark  heaving  bil- 
low, 

Beyond  the  short  reach  of  my  sight, 
And  I  list  all  in  vain  for  the  music 

Which  comes  not  at  morning  or  night. 

The  first  were  two  dear  little  nestlings, 
Who  sought  for  a  sunnier  home, 

And  we  missed  them  and  mourned  for  them 
daily, 
But  never  again  did  they  come. 

So  at  last  we  said,  "Sorrow  is  useless, 
We,  will  cease  the  lost  birds  to  deplore  ;  " 
•  f*£ff  tliough  the  two  youngest  had  wandered, 
There  still  in  the  nest  remained  four. 

And  two  were  of  beautiful  plumage, 
More  lovely  they  seemed  than  the  rest, 

And  their  songs  were  the  clearest  and  sweetest. 
That  were  ever  by  voices  expressed. 

So  we  viewed  them  with  pride  as  each  morn- 
ing 
More  lovely  and  graceful  they  grew  ; 
But  some  said,   "You  must  carefullv  watch 
them, 
Lest  they  should  be  wandering,  too.  • 
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"For  birds  of  such  beautiful  plumage 
Seldom  stay  in  this  sad  world  of  ours  ; 

They  seek  for  a  clime  more  enduring, 
To  dwell  in  more  radiant  bowers." 

Yet  while  we  beheld  them,  still  growing 
In  beauty  and  gladness  sach  day, 

No  thought  of  their  early  departure 

Seemed  o'er  the  bright  present  to  stray. 

But  alas  !  all  too  soon  they  have  vanished, 
Spread  their  wings  for  a  loftier  plain, 

And  not  with  this  dim  earthly  vision 
Shall  we  ever  behold  them  again. 

For  unto  a  new  habitation, 

Where  tempests  and  storms  are  unknown, 
And  where  time  may  not  sully  their  plumage, 

My  beautiful  song-birds  have  flown. 

And  whenever  I  list  to  the  zephyrs, 

That  stray  through  the  blossoming  trees, 

It  seems  like  the  whisper  of  voices. 
That  floated  away  on  the  breeze. 

Since  so  early  their  melody  faltered, 

The  flowers  seem  less  sweetly  to  bloom, 

And  the  glories  of  summer  distil  not 
Their  measure  of  wonted  perfume. 
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Yet  I  know  that  my  birds  are  still  singing 
Grander  music  than  yet  I  have  heard. 

And  some  glad  future  morn  I  shall  listen, 
Nor  the  joyful  refrain  be  deferred. 

For  I,  too,  shall  cross  over  the  river 
Which  leads  to  that  beautiful  shore, 

When  this  warfare  of  life  shall  be  ended, 
And  its  trials  and  conflicts  are  o'er. 

Then  no  more  for  the  sweet  missing  voices, 

Shall  I  listen  and  long  all  in  vain  : 
For  my  birds  will  be  waiting  in  chorus, 
v  To  sing  me  a  lasting  refrain. 


y 


THE  TEA-KETTLE'S  SONG. 


(These  lines  are  suggestive  of  the  working  classes  in 
the  west  of  England,  where  they  burn  soft  coal,  and 
every  room  is  furnished  with  a  grate,  the  cooking-stove 
being  entirely  unknown.) 

I  love  the  tea-kettle's  lowly  song, 

Which  never  seems  to  alter, 
Though  friends  may  change  and  joys  decline, 

And  those  we  trust  in  falter. 
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I  love  its  little  bird-like  notes. 

And  its  music  louder  swelling, 
More  times  I've  listened  with  delight, 

Than  would  be  worth  the  telling. 

And  when  to  tread  a  stranger  land, 

'Midst  unfamiliar  faces, 
I  left  the  pleasant  scenes  of  youth, 
And  dear  ones'  soft  embraces, 

All  things  around  seemed  lone  and  sad, 

Except  the  kettle's  singing  ; 
But  that  would  set  fond  memory's  bells 

In  holy  concert  ringing. 

It  carried  me  back  to  childhood's  days, 
Where  in  my  mother's  kitchen, 

.Sang  a  copper  tea-kettle,  bright  as  gold, 
So  bright  it  looked  bewitching. 

For  it  seemed  to  be  full  of  little  fires 
That  up  and  down  were  dancing; 

While  the  soft  coal  blazing  in  the  grate 
Made  a  picture  most  entrancing. 

But  now  in  my  distant  home  I  sit, 
With  a  heart  grown  sad  and  weary, 

Beholding  only  in  the  past 

Smiles  that  were  true  and  cheery. 
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Yet  still  jLhe  tea-kettle  sings  the  same 

*As  when  my  heart  beat  lighter, 
When    a   mother's    sweet  voice    cheered    the 
hearth. 
And  made  the  fire  seem  brighter. 
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And  as  I  list,  its  soothing  notes, 

The  past  to  memory  bringing, 
Fond  fancy  seems  to  paint  her  near, 

Soft  melodies  still  singing. 

For  every  simple  song  and  rhyme, 

Full  well  do  I  remember, 

As  when  at  eve  I  listening  sat, 

**Witrufeet  upon  the  fender. 

-  -  ~.s  /-■** 
But  .childhood's  years  have  long  since  flown. 

And  many  a  dark  to-morrow 

Has  dawned  upon  life's  transient  path, 

Distilling  clouds  of  sorrow. 

And  the  gentle  mother  so  fond  and  true, 

Her  task  of  love  has  ended, 
Her  pleasant  songs  have  ceased  on  earth, 

To  be  with  angels'  blended. 

O  ye  whose  early  days  were  passed 
'Mid  scenes  of  wealth  and  splendor, 

Scorn  not  this  simple  lay,  which  treats 
Of  mirth  so  true  and  tender. 
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Nor  deem  the  smallest  hearts  must  bide 

Within  a  lowly  dwelling, 
Or  that  the  wealthy  and  the  great 

Have  virtues  more  excelling. 

The  cottage  home  may  sometimes  leave 

A  fonder  recollection, 
Than  does  the  mansion  where  vain  pomp 

May  steal  the  heart's  affection. 

Then  smile  not  that  the  kettle's  song, 

So  simple  and  so  lowly, 
Should  thus  recall  a  mother's  love, 

And  keep  her  memory  holy. 


THOUGHTS   ON   DECORATION   DAY. 

(These  lines  were  written  a  short  time  after  the  war, 
when  there  appeared  to  be  a  number  of  soldiers'  widows 
and  orphans  in  very  dependent  circumstances,  and  from 
numerous  remarks  made  by  the  widows  and  bereaved 
mothers,  I  concluded  that  the  bereaved  themselves  take 
very  small  interest  in  the  decoration  of  graves,  and  be- 
lieve that  the  funds  appropriated  for  that  purpose  would 
be  better  spent  in  something  more  substantial  and  com- 
forting to  the  needy.) 

Vainly  ye  strew  the  sweetest  flowers, 

To  decorate  the  sod, 
For  those  who  laid  their  armor  down, 

To  rest  in  peace  with  God, 
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Vain  are  the  gifts  which  ye  bestow, 
On  those  who  need  them  not, 
•  While  many  dear  ones  whom  they  left 
Are  in  their  need  forgot. 

We  would  not  have  their  glory  fade, 
Whose  blood  was  nobly  shed  — 

No  !  they  should  live  within  our  hearts, 
"Though  numbered  with  the  dead. 

pa 

But  they  are  safe  and  happy  now, 

Secure  from  every  woe, 
And  brighter  flowers  than  earth  can  yield, 

Around  their  pathway  grow. 

Think  not,  then,  to  repay  the  worth 

Of  those  so  brave  and  true, 
By  deeds  that  leave  no  trace  behind, 

But  fade  like  morning  dew. 

'Tis  little  they  will  heed  the  care 

Bestowred  on  senseless  clay, 
Tho'  some  may  downward  look  from  Heaven 

On  this  Memorial  Day. 

May  downward  look  to  think  of  those 
They  loved  on  earth  the  best, 

And  if  their  wants  are  well  supplied, 
But  few  will  mind  the  rest. 
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Nor  will  they  heed  if  flowers  or  thorns 

Bestrew  the  narrow  bed, 
So  that  the  dear  ones  left  behind 

Have  still  their  daily  bread. 

The  way  for  patriot  hearts  to  show 

Their  gratitude  and  love, 
For  those  who  fell  in  freedom's  cause, 

Who  now  watch  from  above, 

Is  to  assist  the  needy  ones 
Whose  fathers  gave  their  life, 

And  those  whose  husbands  ne'er  returned. 
But  sank  amid  the  strife. 

The  flowers  ye  strew  with  so  much  care 

Will  quickly  fade  and  die, 
But  deeds  of  mercy,  done  in  love, 

Will  last  and  bloom  on  high. 
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Then  cheer  those  whose  best  earthly  friends 

Have  perished  in  the  fray, 
And  saintly  eyes  will  smile  with  joy 

On  this  Memorial  Day. 


(16) 


THE  LITTLE  DESK. 


* 


'This  little  desk  has  now  become 

A  relic  dear  to  me, 
For  it  reminds  me  of  a  face 
Whose  yirlish  beauty  still  I  trace. 

Though  but  in  dreams  ma)'  see. 

I  bought  it  for  a  Christmas  gift. 

The  while  with  grief  o'ercast, 
For  I  knew  that  my  darling's  time  was  short. 
That  she  never  would  need  the  things  I  bought. 

And  on  them  my  tears  fell  fast. 

Yet  pleased  was  she  with  the  little  desk. 
*      .More  pleased  than  words  can  tell  : 
Wilb~feeble  fingers  she  strove  to  write, 
And  would  scan  its  contents  morn  and  night, 
While  a  smile  o'er  her  parched  lips  fell. 

Scarce  seventeen  summers  had  over  her  flown, 

It  was  youth's  enchanting  hour, 
When  I  learned  with  grief  and  sad  dismay, 
That  soon  from  sight  must  fade  away 

My  sweetly  unfolding  flower. 

Oh,  what  a  weary  task  was  mine 
To  smother  each  burdened  sigh. 

For  she  was  so  hopeful  and  life  so  dear. 

I  might  not  tell  her  the  end  was  near. 
And  that  she  so  young  must  die. 
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So  I  tried  lor  her  sake  a  smile  to  wear, 
Though  my  heart  was  heavy  as  lead, 
As  I  sadly  placed  at  morning  light 
The  little  desk  with  its  contents  bright 
On  a  table  beside  her  bed. 

Six  weeks  of  sickness  and  patient  pain. 

After  that  Christmas  day, 
And  the  hectic  flush  on  the  cheek  grew  pale, 
And  her  light  feet  traversed  the  shadowy  vale 

To  a  landscape  far  away. 

And  now  I  have  only  her  vacant  place, 

And  the  memory  of  her  love, 
With  the  few  little  things  she  treasured  here, 
Now  kept  as  mementoes  of  one  so  dear, 

Till  I  meet  her  once  more  above. 

But  the  little  desk  for  seven  long  years 

Away  from  sight  I  hid, 
For  it  seemed  such  a  sacred  thing  to  me, 
Since  her  precious  fingers  last  turned  the  key, 

I  thought  never  to  raise  the  lid. 

But  I  bring  it  again  from  its  hiding  place, 

Feeling  somewhat  with  time  resigned ; 
Now  looking  beyond  her  suffering  hours 
To  a  land  that  is  bright  with  unfading  flowers, 
Where  all  sorrow  is  left  behind. 
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And  it  makes  the  cup  less  bitter  to  feel 

That  my  loss  unto  her  was  gain, 
That  my  bud  of  promise  though  withered  here, 
Will  unfold  in  a  nobler,  loftier  sphere, 
In  beauty  and  youth  to  remain. 


THE  LITTLE  WINE  MAKERS. 

Two  little  girls  with  sunny  curls, 

And  cheeks  of  rosy  hue, 
Once  took  a  walk  into  a  field, 

Where  elderberries  grew. 

^And  as  they  gazed  upon  the  tree, 

So  tall  and  thickly  spread, 

The  elder  took  the  other's  arm, 

And  thus  unto  her  said,  — 

"  Sister,  the  berries  on  this  tree, 
Although  not  good  to  eat, 
Would  make  some  very  splendid  wine, 
Which  would  be  nice  and  sweet. 

"Don't  you  think  that  we  could  make  some, 
For  it  seems  as  though  we  might, 
And  we  will  save  for  mother  some 
When  she  comes  home  to-night." 
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For  their  mother  to  a  friend  had  gone, 

Who  lived  not  far  away, 
And  told  them  that  thev  might  have  in 

Some  little  girls  to  play. 

But  when  they  saw  the  berries  ripe, 
New  thoughts  came  to  their  head, 

And  they  agreed  it  would  be  best 
To  make  some  wine  instead. 

So  they  got  a  boy  who  happened  near, 

To  climb  up  in  the  tree, 
And  throw  them  down  as  many 

As  they  thought  would  needful  be. 

Then  they  their  little  aprons  filled, 

The  berries  home  to  take, 
Conversing  all  the  way  along 

About  the  wine  they'd  make. 

For  they  thought  if  they  should  boil  them 
With  some  sugar  and  some  spice, 

It  must  forthwith  produce  a  wine 
Which  would  be  very  nice. 

So  they  took  a  saucepan  large  and  round, 

And  set  it  on  the  fire, 
Pouring  in  the  depth  of  water 

That  they  thought  it  would  require. 
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Then  they  placed  upon  the  table 
All  the  bottles  they  could  find, 

With  dippers,  sugar-spoons,  and  bowls, 
And  spice  of  every  kind. 

Till  you  might  have  thought  the  pantry, 
And  the  cupboard,  too,  were  bare, 

For  beside  the  kitchen  table 
They  had  covered  every  chair. 

Yet  they  did  not  make  out  quite  as  well 
As  what  at  first  they  thought, 

Like  many  older  ones  they  found 
Brio-ht  schemes  oft  come  to  naught. 

For  their  berries,  though  they  knew  not 
how, 

Were  trodden  under  foot, 
Until  the  floor  seemed  dotted  round 

With  something-  black  as  soot. 


& 


Then  they  tumbled  clown  their  sugar, 
And  their  wine  boiled  on  the  floor, 

Just  as  they  heard  the  footstep 
Of  their  mother  at  the  door. 

So  this  time  she  did  not  greet  them 

With  a  home-returning  kiss, 
But  looking  much  astonished  said  : 
'Why,  what  cm  mean  all  this?" 
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And  they  answered  her,  "Why,  mother, 
We  've  been  making  wine  for  you  ; 

We  thought  that  you  would  like  some  wine, 
And  we  should  like  some,  too." 

And  I  really  cannot  tell  you  now 

All  that  she  then  did  say, 
But  I  think  she  bade  them  take  their  wine, 

And  throw  it  all  away. 

Now  many  a  fleeting  year  has  passed 

Since  they  were  little  girls, 
And  time  is  weaving  silver  threads 

Amongst  their  sunny  curls. 

But  they  often  smile  when  thinking 

Of  that  busy  summer's  day, 
When  they  made  wine  in  the  saucepan 

While  their  mother  was  away. 


TWILIGHT    SHADOWS. 

Yes,   twilight  time   has    come,    and   shadows 
gather 
Where  once  the  merry  sunbeams  danced  so 
bright : 
Gray,    sombre    clouds    across    the    blue    are 
spreading, 
And  all  things  whisper  of  the  coming  night. 
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The    little    birds     their     down)-    wings     have 
folded, 
To  quietly  await  the  welcome  dawn  : 
For    well    they    know   the  dark    hour    faileth 
never 
To  usher  in  once  more  the  o-olden  morn. 


So    in    life's    twilight   time,    when    night    ap- 
proaches, 
And  lowering  clouds  across  the  sky  appear, 
May  we  with  trustful  hearts   look  further  on- 
ward, 
And  see  a  bright  to-morrow  drawing  near. 

Oh". 'why  turn  back  to  sigh  for  joys  departed, 
When  brighter  wait  than  which  have   gone 
before  ! 

What  glories  are  the  soul's  immortal  portion, 
We  know  not  till  this  life  of  trust  is  o'er. 


Then  welcome  to  the  day's  declining  hour, 
Welcome  the  shade  through  which   we   hail 

the  morn  ; 
Where  the   sweet  birds   who   ere  their   wings 

have  folded, 
With  richer  cadence  swell  that  lasting  dawn. 
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Oh,  twilight  time,  so  near  the  rest  thatwaitethr 
That  cometh  when  this  earthly  task  is  o'er, 
So  near  those  who  their  upward  flight  have- 
taken, 
And    passed   beyond    the    shadows    ever- 
more. 

Now  would  I  not  beseech  to  hither  tarry, 
Since  those   I    loved  the  most   have  early 
flown, 
Have  left  this  twilight  land  of  narrow  seeing, 

To  wander  in  a  clearer-sighted  zone. 

Then  let  me  through  the  twilight  softly  tread, 
And  when  the  shadows  deepen  into  night, 

May  the  glad  morrow  only  seem  more  near, 
Until  they  bring  again  the  morning  light. 


THE   DISABLED    SOLDIER. 

(Lines  suggested  by  hearing  a  one-armed  soldier  com' 
plain  bitterly  of  the  neglect  and  want  of  sympathy  by 
people  in  general  towards  the  disabled  ones.) 

The  poor  disabled  soldier, 

Who  once  was  stout  and  brave, 

Who  nobly  at  his  country's  call 
Stood  forth  her  rights  to  save. 
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Who  in  the  pride  of  manhood  gave 
Health,  strength,  and  blessings  all, 
t  To  free  the  land  he  loved  so  well 
From  slavery's  cruel  thrall. 

And  now  when  victory's  shout  is  heard, 

And  strife  and  tumult  o'er, 
He  thinks  of  those  whose  welcoming  smile 

Will  glad  his  sight  once  more. 

But,  alas  !  what  sorrow  damps  the  joy 

That  welcomes  his  return, 
Since  now  he  comes  with  feeble  power 

Hjs  children's  bread  to  earn. 

-        • 

•■Vet«hould  he  who  has  faced  the  foe, 
And  helped  to  win  the  day, 
Who  for  his  country  sacrificed 
What  gold  might  ne'er  repay  — 

Should  he  whose  valiant  arm  was  left 

Upon  the  field  of  strife, 
Return  to  see  his  dear  ones  lack 

The  little  needs  of  life? 

No  :  he  has  earned  the  sympathy 

Of  all  throughout  his  land, 
And  should  be  met  where'er  he  turn 

With  open,  generous  hand. 
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Then  let  not  these  disabled  ones 

Be  passed  unheeded  by, 
But  think  how  dearly  they  have  bought 

The  peace  we  now  enjoy. 

And  when  they  bid  you  purchase 
For  their  aid  some  little  store, 

Spend  for  their  sakes  a  trifling  sum, 
Nor  turn  them  from  your  door. 

Weak  is  the  patriot  zeal  which  goes 
To  strew  the  sod  with  flowers, 

Where  sleep  the  silent,  peaceful  dead, 
Who  need  no  care  of  ours, 

While  comrades  with  us  still  are  left 

To  wander  in  the  cold  ; 
First  succor  these,  then  may  ye  strew 

With  blooms  the  senseless  mold. 


THE  DYING  GIRL. 

"Now  leave  me  for  a  little  while, 
I  wish  to  be  alone,"  she  said, 
Speaking  to  the  anxious  watchers 
Who  were  standing  round  her  bed. 
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So  they  yielded  to  her  wishes, 
But  from  sight  would  stray  not  far, 
•  And  with  cautious  apprehension 
Slightly  left  the  door  ajar. 

Shortly  the}T  return  to  listen. 

With  a  brow  of  anxious  care, 
When  behold  her  slight  form  kneeling 

•At  the  bedside,  bowed  in  prayer. 

Now  with  tiptoe  step  the}'  enter, 

Silently  and  soft  and  light, 
For  a  moment  stand  there,  gazing 

On  the  features  calm  and  white. 

Xoi -a  throb  of  life's  pulsation. 

Not  the  slightest  heave  of  breath  ; 
All  that's  mortal  lies  enfolded 

In  the  cold  embrace  of  death. 

They  had  watched  her  pale  lips  moving, 
Bent  to  listen  o'er  her  bed  ; 
*'Oh,  this  weary,  weary  waiting! 
How  I  long  to  go,"  she  said. 

Had  the  spirit,  fondly  yearning 
For  its  own  immortal  sphere, 

Grown  impatient  of  its  burden, 
As  the  parting  hour  drew  near? 
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And  the  impulse,  still  grown  stronger 
That  if  she  might  kneel  and  pray, 

All  alone  beseech  the  Saviour, 
He  would  take  her  thence  away. 

So  he  heard  her  supplication  ; 

It  was  answered  from  on  high  ; 
Holy  messengers  descended 

With  the  welcome,  quick  reply. 

They  the  binding  fetters  loosened, 
And  to  loftier  realms  of  day 

Soared  the  joyful,  happy  spirit 
From  its  prison-house  of  clay. 


COME  UNTO  ME  ALL  YE  THAT  LABOR 
AND  ARE  HEAVY  LADEN,  AND  I  WILL 
GIVE  YOU  REST.— Matt.  xl.  28. 

Ye  who  feel  life's  burdens  heavy 
In  this  world  of  care  and  strife, 
Who  behold  no  bright  to-morrow 
Dawning  in  the  better  life, 

Come  and  cast  on  me  your  care, 
I  will  all  your  burdens  bear. 
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Ye  who  are  with  sorrow  laden 

With  a  weight  of  woe  opprest, 
Who  are  lonely?  weak,  and  weary, 
Wandering  where  ye  find  no  rest, 
Come  and  in  my  love  confide, 
I  will  be  your  guard  and  guide. 

All  ye  weary  ones,  come  hither, 

And  to  me  your  grief  make  known  ; 
"Though  I  chasten,  'tis  in  kindness  — 
Like  a  father  would  his  own  ; 

But  they  who  mourn  to  me  are  dear. 
To  them  I  lend  a  gracious  ear. 

"  Wsi-fre  calls  away  our  idols 

From  this  selfish,  worldly  love  — 
Takes  them  that  the  heart  may  follow. 
And  secure  the  joys  above. 

For  where  the  heart's  fond  treasure  lies, 
There  will  the  thoughts  like  incense  rise. 

Oft  he  brings  the  wanderer  homeward 
Through  a  strange  and  devious  way, 
Where  the  rocks  hang  steep  and  rugged. 
And  perplexing  shadows  stray, 
Which  to  mortal  sight  may  be. 
Clouded  o'er  with  mystery. 
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But  if  patiently  we  follow 

In  the  steps  he  bids  us  take, 
And  with  courage  still  press  onward, 
Till  the  glorious  morning  break  ; 
Then  the  mists  will  clear  away, 
And  the  darkness  turn  to  day. 

Then  the  bright  celestial  city, 

That  with  faith  we  kept  in  view, 
Will  its  pearly  gates  swing  open, 
And  admit  us  safely  through  ; 
There  to  meet  the  loved  of  yore, 
Who  their  home  had  reached  before. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  MISS  M.  E.  K. 

(In  memory  of  a  lady  who  for  a  great  number  of  years 
volunteered  her  skilful  services  as  organist  in  the  Episco- 
pal Church  of  her  native  town,  where  she  lived  a  most  ex- 
emplary Christian  life,  sacrificing  worldly  pleasure  for 
the  sake  of  bearing  hope  and  comfort  to  the  afflicted,  and 
cheering  the  hearts  of  those  who  were  destitute  and 
needy.) 

As  the  stars  when  morn  appeareth 
Fade  from  earthly  sight  away, 

For  awhile  their  glory  hiding 
In  the  broader  light  of  day  ; 
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So  is  she  from  our  beholding-, 
Hidden  in  the  greater  light, 
-'And  the  lustre  that  surrounds  her 
Is  for  mortal  gaze  too  bright. 

Yet  how  short  the  time  in  passing, 
Since  we  saw  her  day  by  day 

Bearing  comfort  to  the  lowly, 

Strewing  sunhine  round  their  way. 

Caring  not  for  worldly  grandeur. 
Proud  display  or  outward  show. 

But  unto  the  call  of  mercy 
Never  was  her  footstep  slow. 

in  tfre  house  of  praise  how  many 
Miss  the  coming  of  her  feet, 

G^ze  with  kindest  recollection 

Towards  the  long  accustomed  seat. 

Through  the  aisle  the  solemn  organ 
Seems  a  dirge-like  note  to  bear, 

And  a  mournful  stillness  gathers 
Over  all  the  Sabbath  air. 

Long  will  gratitude's  white  daisies 
Blossom  o'er  her  peaceful  tomb, 

Watered  by  regretful  tear-drops 
By  the  lowly  kept  in  bloom. 
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Yet  might  we  again  recall  her 
From  her  mansion  in  the  skies, 

To  once  more  adorn  our  circle 
In  this  transient  mortal  guise, 

All  would  bid  her  henceforth  tarry 
With  the  blessed  who  have  flown, 

There  the  golden  fruit  to  gather 
From  the  good  seed  hither  sown. 


THE   NEW   BIRTH. 

"Tis  a  year  ago,  my  darling, 

Just  a  year  ago  to-night, 
Since  thy  spirit  left  its  home  of  clay, 

For  one  more  fair  and  bright. 

Since  slowly  faded  from  thy  sight 
The  shadowy  scenes  of  earth, 

And  broke  the  glorious  dawn  that  waits 
The  new  celestial  birth. 

Then  we  will  not  say  a  year  ago 

We  laid  thee  in  the  tomb, 
Nor  that  thy  dwelling-place  is  now 

Amidst  decay  and  gloom  — 
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J"Jo,  darling,  'twas  not  thee  that  death 

So- early  made  his  prey  : 
'Twas  but  the  transient  garment  lent 

To  serve  thy  earthly  stay. 

"Tis  a  year  since  thy  departure 
For  those  brighter  realms  of  air, 

Since  thou  didst  soar  beyond  the  reach 
Of  worldly  pain  and  care. 

But  'tis  not  they  that  are  the  dead 
Who  leave  us  for  the  skies, 

Who  draw  aside  the  blinding  veil. 
And  ope  their  spirit  eyes  — 

-*Tis  we  who  grope  in  darkness  still, 
Beneath  the  mists  of  earth, 
For  real  life  awaits  the  dawn 
Of  the  celestial  birth. 

All  soon  or  late  to  death  must  vield 
The  outward  form  of  clay, 

But  in  its  stead  the  soul  puts  on 
A  lasting  new  array. 

And  death  is  not  our  greatest  foe, 

As  mortals  ofttimes  deem. 
Since  but  unto  a  kindlier  home 

lie  bears  us  o'er  the  stream. 
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SCORN   NOT   THE  POOR. 

Oh,  scorn  not  the  poor  from  whose  labor  and 
toil 
Flow  the  comforts  the  wealthy  enjoy, 
Look  not  on  their  honest  brown  hands  with  a 
sneer, 
Or  p:iss  them  disdainfully  by. 

Beneath    the    plain    garment     and    care-fur- 
rowed brow 
May  beat  hearts  that  are  upright  and  true, 
Who  will   render  at  last   a   more  worthy  ac- 
count 
Than  those  who  vain  pleasure  pursue. 

While  our  Lord  tarried  here  he  walked  daily 

with  these, 

Choosing  friends  from  the  lowliest  born, 

And  how  little  we   follow  the   steps  that    he 

trod, 
When   we   treat   them    with    coldness    and 
scorn. 

Then   shun  not  the    poor,    the   dejected    and 
meek, 
Whose  worldly  possessions  are  few, 
For  the  last  may  be  first,  and  the  small  become 
great, 
When  we  meet  to  receive  what  is  due. 
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And   ye    on    whom    fortune    so    kindly    has 
smiled, 
Who  of  gold  have  enough  and  to  spare, 
Think   of  those  who  return  from  their  labor 
and  toil, 
To  a  hearth  that  is  cheerless  and  bare. 

Look  beyond  the  vain  pleasures  of  life's  little 
day, 
And  bind  up  a  few  golden  sheaves, 
Or  at  last  when  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  ap- 
pears, 
You  will  have  for  him  nothing  but  leaves. 

.  > 

'We  must  each  give  account  of  our  steward- 

ship  below. 

For  his  step  will  be  heard  by e  and  bye, 

To  demand  a  return  for  the  talents  he  gave, 

Which  he  meant  us  for  good  to  employ. 

Then  what  shame  and  regret  for  the  past  will 
there  be, 

If  the  race  has  been  falteringly  run, 
If  we  use  not  our  talents,  but  hide  them  away, 

And  appear  with  our  tasks  undone. 
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LINES  TO  A  LADY  FRIEND. 

How  came  it  that  so  fair  a  form  as  thine, 
Should  thus  in  maidenhood  so  long  recline? 

That   one    whose    charms    might    once    have 

made  a  belle, 
Should  still  alone  without  a  suitor  dwell. 

It  cannot  be  that  lover  ne'er  did  woo  ; 
More  like  than  this  thy  lover  proved  untrue. 

For  men  are  fickle  creatures  at  the  best, 
Their  faithless  vows  of  love  cause  much  un- 
rest ; 

And  happier  art  thou  far  to  dwell  alone, 
Than  one  to  wed  who  has  a  heart  of  stone, 

Like  to  some  others  who  have  rued  their  fate, 
And  wished  themselves  again  in  single  state. 

But  found,  alas  !  however  hard  their  lot, 
The  die  was  cast,  and  might  be  altered  not. 

So  perhaps  small  reason  hast  thou  to  lament, 
That  yet  no  husband  has   from  heaven  been 
sent. 
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For  marriages,  they  say,  are  made  up  there, 
-  And  so  with  patience  each  their  lot  must  bear. 

Yet   it  is    said   that  some    whose    youth    has 

flown, 
Grow  anxious  to  perceive  theirs  coming  down. 

While  others,  having  had  an  earlier  call, 
Speak  with  regret  that  theirs  come  down  at  all. 

Thus  in  this  matter  I  would  not  advise, 
But  think,  so  far,  that  you  have  acted  wise. 

Not  that  I  deem  all  men  to  be  unjust, 
']QV  would  beseech  you  never  one  to  trust. 

V't  would  I  say  to  you  who  still  are  free, 
Remember,  marriage  is  a  lottery. 

And  I  must  count  you  on  the  safest  side 
Who  never  yet  have  stood  to  be  a  bride. 


A   DREAM   OF   YOUTH. 

As  I  sat  by  the  fire  at  fifty -two, 
And  fell  asleep  in  my  chair, 

I  dreamed  a  dream,  and  it  was  that  I 
Once  more  was  young  and  fair. 
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I  thought  that  as  once,  in  the  long  ago, 
My  brow  was  with  roses  entwined, 

And  that  with  a  footstep  light  and  gay, 
In  the  festive  dance  I  joined. 

And  it  seemed  to  the  music's  swelling  sound, 
That  my  pulses  throbbed  with  joy, 

And  life's  hard  discipline  seemed  forgot, 
As  the  moments  passed  cheerily  by. 

Thus  as  dozing  I  sat  by  the  side  of  the  fire 

At  the  close  of  a  wintry  day, 
On  fancy's  bright  pinions  my  spirit  took  flight, 

Amidst  youthful  enchantments  to  stray. 

And  when  I  awoke  from  this    dream  of  the 
past, 

Which  had  all  seemed  so  real  and  true, 
I  could  scarce  feel  resigned  to  admit  that  I  now 

Was  a  matron  of  fifty  and  two. 

For  in  taking  review  of  the  years  that   had 
passed, 
They  so  swiftly  appeared  to  have  flown, 
That  to  think  I  was  treading  the  hill's  down- 
ward side, 
Caused  a  sigh  of  regret,  I  must  own. 
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Thus  it  is  with  this  life,  e'en  though  sorrow 
and  care 
May  have  followed  each  step  of  our  way  ; 
Vet  from   youth's  sunny  morn  to  the  twilight 
of  age, 
When  reviewed  is  the  dream  of  a  day. 

Yet  't  is  surely  unwise  to  look  back  with  regret, 
Or  that  youth  comes  but  once  to  deplore, 

While  with  faith  in  the  future  and  conscience 
at  rest, 
One  may  always  rind  blessings  in  store. 

Then  may  we  not  mourn  for  the  shadowy  joys, 

That  so  like  to  dreams  pass  away, 
But  behold  in  the  future  a  youth  that  will  last, 
And  a  bloom  that  will  never  decay. 


WHAT    MY    LITTLE    FIVE-YEAR-OLD 
GEORGIE  THOUGHT  OF  HEAVEX. 

"Mamma,  if  I  go  first  to  heaven, 
I  '11  wait  for  you  up  there, 
And  when  you  come  I  '11  place  for  you 
A  nice,  bright,  golden  chair. 


"So  that  if  you  feel  tired,  you  know, 
You  might  be  sitting  down, 
While  the  angels  make  your  golden  harp, 
And  put  you  on  a  crown. 

'They  have  lots  of  golden  chairs  in  heaven,. 
And  golden  trumpets,  too  ; 
But  when  they  give  me  mine,  mamma, 
I  '11  keep  the  chair  for  you. 

"Because,  you  know,  I  shouldn't  like 
To  sit  still  all  the  day  ; 
I  don't  think  it  would  seem  so  nice 
As  having  time  to  play. 

"I  saw  a  picture  in  a  book, 
Of  a  little  angel  boy, 
Who  always  blew  a  trumpet  there, 
And  had  some  wings  to  fly. 

"And  so  I  '11  ask  the  angels, 
Just  as  soon  as  I  get  there, 
If  I  may  not  a  trumpet  blow, 
And  fly  round  in  the  air. 

"Or  else  I  'd  like  in  golden  shoes 
To  run  all  round  the  sky  ; 
But  if  they  only  sing  ail  day, 
'T  would  make  me  want  to  cry. 
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"But  teacher  says  they  never  cry, 

Or  tire  up  there,  you  know  ; 
So  it  must  be  that  they  sometimes  play. 
Mamma,  don't  you  think  so? 

"Yes,  darling,  in  that  happier  clime, 
Where  we  shall  soon  abide, 
Each  wish  of  thy  unsullied  heart 
Will  be  full  satisfied. 

"For  heaven  is  but  a  loftier  home  — 
A  life  more  true  and  fair  — 
And  the  little  trusting  children 
^     Wip  find  all  they  wish  for  there. 


WHAT  MAKES   A   LADY. 

Pray  tell  me  how  I  may  discern. 
In  this  vain  world  of  show. 

The  necessary  traits  by  which 
We  mav  a  lady  know. 

Can  never  one  a  lady  be 

Who  hands  arc  brown  with  toil, 
And  must  she  always  dwell  beneath 

Kind  fortune's  tender  smile? 
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Shall  we  say,  then,  we  may  know  her 
By  her  costly  style  of  dress, 

By  her  wealth  of  worldly  treasures, 
And  the  gold  she  may  possess? 

No  !  these  alone  can  never  make 

A  lady,  yet  we  know 
That  many  bow  before  the  shrine 

Of  flimsy,  outward  show. 

But  worldly  wealth  and  proud  display 

And  boasted  rank  of  birth, 
Can  never  upward  lift  the  soul, 

Or  add  to  real  worth. 

Yet  nature's  true  born  lady 
We  in  every  state  may  find, 

Whose  jewels  brighter  grow  with  wear, 
And  beautify  the  mind. 

She  may  be  either  lowly  born, 

Or  come  of  high  degree, 
It  matters  not,  she  still  is  one 

Of  earth's  nobility. 

Then  think  not  by  the  outward  garb 
To  judge  the  heart  and  brain, 

For  jewels  of  the  mind  may  dwell 
'Neath  garments  coarse  and  plain. 
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And  many  a  lady  casts  her  lot, 
Where  fortune  seems  to  frown, 

Whose  virtue  would  by  far  outweigh 
Some  who  may  boast  a  crown. 


ODE   TO   THE   CANKER-WORM. 

O  cankerworm,  cankerworm  ! 

Whence  comestthou? 
I  Destroying  the  blossom 
^.    On  fruit-tree  and  bough  ; 
Spreading  round  devastation, 

And  heeding  no  law, 
Like  a  bold  little  veteran 
That  comes  to  make  war. 

The  fierce  depredations 

That  mark  thy  career, 
Have  baffled  our  judgment 

For  many  a  year. 
How  we  scorn  thy  behavior 

No  words  can  express  ; 
Yet  thou  still  art  victorious 

We  have  to  confess. 
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O  cankerworm,  cankerworm  ! 

Why  art  thou  here  ? 
Depart  and  begone, 

Nevermore  to  come  near  ; 
Thou  perplexing,  invincible, 

Fierce  little  foe, 
Keeping  up  thy  invasion 

As  years  come  and  go. 

O  cankerworm,  cankerworm  ! 

What  shall  we  do? 
How  long  can  meek  patience 

Thy  ravages  view? 
Thou  provoking,  unconquerable 

Pest  of  the  spring  ; 
Thou  audacious,  impertinent, 

Vile  little  thing  ! 


THE  DEAF  AND  DUMB. 

The  deaf  and  dumb,  the  silent  ones, 
Whose  trials  none  may  know, 

Who  bear  life's  burdens  all  alone, 
However  deep  their  woe  ; 
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The-patient,  uncomplaining  ones, 
Whose  hearts  are  doubly  tried, 

Whose  barks  are  roughly,  rudely  tossed, 
On  life's  tempestuous  tide. 

The  deaf  and  dumb  should  ever  claim 

Our  sympathy  and  care, 
So  many  blessings  we  enjoy, 

In  which  no  part  they  share  ; 
The  music  of  a  merry  voice, 

Or  whisper  soft  and  low, 
Can  make  for  them  no  cheering  strain, 

Or  soothe  the  night  of  woe. 

Amidst  our  laughter,  noise,  and  mirth. 

A  silent  world  they  tread, 
Where  all  the  charm  of  sound  is  lost, 

Its  various  raptures  dead  : 
Yet  in  their  lonely  bosoms  beat 

A  sympathetic  heart, 
Which  vibrates  to  the  touch  of  love, 

Or  quickly  feels  a  smart. 

Beneath  the  pensive,  sombre  brow, 
Where  thoughts  lie  unexpressed, 

Affection  dwells  as  deep  and  true, 
As  if  by  tongue  confessed  •, 
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Then  look  not  on  the  deaf  and  dumb 

With  coldness  or  disdain, 
Or  ever  in  a  trifling  mood 

Do  aught  to  cause  them  pain. 


PINKY   RUSSEL. 

Little  girl  with  dark  eyes  beaming, 
Lovely  as  the  starlight's  gleaming, 
Cheeks  that  rival  June's  sweet  posies, 
Beautiful  as  morning  roses, 
Morning  roses  bathed  in  dew  — 
Pinky  Russel,  that  is  you. 

Little  prattling  winsome  fairy, 
With  a  heart  so  light  and  merry, 
Dancing,  skipping,  laughing,  singing, 
Voice  like  music  ever  ringing, 
Ever  ringing  clear  and  true  — 
Pinky  Russel,  that  is  you. 

Little  precious  earthly  flower, 
Living  in  the  present  hour, 
With  no  future  doubts  or  wishes, 
Satisfied  with  mama's  kisses, 
Mama's  kisses  ever  true  — 
Little  Pinky,  blest  are  you  ! 
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WHAT   CHRISTMAS   BRINGS. 

Christmas  comes  in  cold  December, 

When  the  air  is  freezing, 
Comes  with  toys  and  trinkets  bright, 

To  little  children  pleasing, 
Who  look  for  Santa  Claus  to  come 

Through  the  dark  chimney  squeezing. 

Christmas  brings  unto  the  maiden, 

In  youth's  sunny  morning, 
Presents  bright  which  charm  her  sight, 

And  suit  her  gay  adorning, 
And  joyfully  she  decks  her  brow, 
-  -"  AlHthoughts  of  sorrow  scorning. 

Christmas  to  the  sobered  mind 

Will  bring  back  vanished  pleasure, 

Then  how  frail  and  weak  appears 
Each  transient,  earthly  treasure, 

And  we  discern  this  life  holds  not 
The  joy  to  fill  our  measure. 

Christmas  unto  the  bereaved, 
Brings  back  the  missing  faces, 

Amidst  the  gathering  group  we  sigh 
To  see  their  vacant  places, 

Each  fond  look  and  loving  s  mile 
The  lonely  heart  retraces. 
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Yet  Christmas  bids  us  not  to  mourn 
For  those  called  home  before  us, 

Since  now  the  crown  of  life  they  wear, 
And  reign  with  Christ  victorious. 

In  an  exulting  festive  day, 
Forever  bright  and  glorious. 

Then  to  obscure  the  present  joy 
With  looking  back  is  folly  ; 

Let  the  taper  still  burn  bright 
Amidst  the  pine  and  holly, 

And  with  songs  of  praise  dispel 
Each  thought  of  melancholy. 


THE   DEAR   DEPARTED. 

Return,  O  vanished  ones,  return  ! 

To  glad  my  longing  sight, 
For  all  the  charm  and  joy  of  life 

Has  with  ye  taken  flight. 

Come  back,  then,  if  but  in  a  dream, 

When  all  around  is  still, 
And  let  me  clasp  ye  once  again, 

My  heart  with  joy  to  thrill. 
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O -darlings,  nothing  seems  the  same 
Since  ye  have  passed  away  ; 

The  summer  flowers  no  sweets  disclose, 
The  skies  look  dark  and  gray. 

The  warbling  of  each  little  bird 

Falls  like  a  sad  refrain  — 
An  echo  of  the  songs  which  now 

I   list  for  all   in   vain. 

Then  come  in  visions  of  the  night, 
The  lone  dark  hours  to  cheer, 

For  nevermore  exxept  in  dreams, 
Shall  I   behold  ye   near. 

And  life  is  but  a  transient  dream, 

Unsolved  by  human  lore  — 
A  round  of  mystery — till  we  reach 

The  broader  lighted  shore. 

Then  will  the  yearning  of  the  heart 

Be  fully  satisfied. 
And  those  who  only  come  in  dreams 

Forever  hence  abide. 
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MY    BIRDIES. 

I  had  once  five  little  birdies, 
Making  music  all  day  long, 

And  I  never  tired  or  wearied 
Listening  to  their  song. 

All  their  little  tuneful  ditties 

Linger  fondly  in  my  ear, 
And  the  music  of  their  voices 

Still  I  seem  to  hear. 

Still  their  merry  chirping  concert 
Breaking  forth  at  morning  light, 

Dwells  in  sad  yet  sweet  remembrance 
Of  a   past  delight : 

Of  a  joy  that  soon  departed, 
And  a  dream  too  bright  to  last, 

Like  a  sunny  hour  in  winter 
Quickly  overcast. 

For  my  birds  who  sang  so  sweetly, 
Early  sought  more  tranquil  homes, 

Wearied  of  this  changeful  climate 
In  the  summer  hours. 
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•  Ere  the  chilly  winds  of  autumn 

Whistled  through  the  leafless  trees. 
They  had  flown  unto  a  landscape 
Fanned  by  gentlest  breeze, 

Where  they  warble  sweeter  music 
And  a  brighter  plumage  wear, 

And  forevermore  are  sheltered, 
From  the  fowler's  snare. 

And  although  a  shadow  lingers, 
Where  it  once  was  mirth  and  joy, 

And  the  sunbeams  loose  their  splendor, 
While  thev  come  not  nigh, 

Vet  it  brings  that  landscape  nearer 
Since  they  thither  took  their  flight ; 

Now  that  once  far-distant  country, 
Seems  almost  in  sii>"ht. 
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PRAYER   FOR    FAITH. 


Lord,  hear  me  when  I  pray, 
And  through  life's  thorny  way 

My  footsteps  guide  ; 
Oh,  make  my  darkness  light, 
And  keep  me  in  the  right, 

While  here  I  bide. 
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In  wayward  paths  I  tread, 
Bv  airy  visions  led, 

Not  knowing  where, 
Till  through  the  mist  and  gloom 
I  but  behold  the  tomb, 

Where  reigns  despair. 

My  fondest  hopes  have  flown, 
And  'neath  the  cold  gray  stone 

My  treasures  lie  ; 
Oh,  grant  me  faith  to  see 
It  is  to  bloom  with  thee 

That  here  they  die. 

While  blindly  here  I  rove, 
Teach  me  to  trust  thy  love, 

Whate'er  my  lot, 
To  feel  thou  art  a  friend, 
Who  sees  unto  the  end, 

Though  I  may  not. 

And  when  my  sun  shall  set, 
May  I  without  regret 

Cast  off  the  clay, 
Beholding  through  the  gloom 
A  land  of  brighter  bloom 

Across  the  way. 

(52) 


LINES  WRITTEN   FOR  A  FRIEND. 

Another  precious  birdie 

Has  just  flown  into  our  nest. 
And  though  a  little  stranger, 
'Tis  a  very  welcome  guest. 

We  hope  it  is  intending 
To  fold  its  wings  and  stay, 

For  we  should  now  feel  lonely 
Should  this  birdie  fly  away. 

Though  but  a  bird  of  passage 

Unto  a  sunnier  sphere, 
We  hope  that  it  may  bide  with  us 

For  many  a  coming  year. 

We  have  now  two  little  birdies 
Who  will  sing  in  wintry  days, 

And  make  each  cloud  less  dreary 
With  their  merry  tuneful  lays. 

Two  darling  household  warblers, 
Whose  voices,  full  of  joy, 

Will  bring  out  all  the  sunshine 
That  within  our  bosoms  lie. 

Oh,  may  these  precious  little  birds 
Escape  each  worldly  snare  — 

Ma}-  the  sky  be  blue  above  them. 
And  life's  journey  smooth  and  fair. 
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BIRD  OF  PASSAGE. 

Our  little  bird  who  sang  so  sweet 

I  las  early  journeyed  on, 
Departed  for  a  happier  clime, 

From  our  protection  gone. 

Her  tender  winning  notes  of  love 

Can  glad  us  here  no  more, 
But  still  she  warbles  her  refrain 

Upon  a  sunnier  shore. 

Sweet  bird  of  passage,  this  we  knew 

Was  but  thy  transient  stay, 
And  when  thy  homeward  flight  would  be 

Was  not  for  us  to  say. 

But  how  we  miss  thee,  and  how  dear 

Thy  tender  voice  had  grown, 
Can  only  unto  him  who  cares 

For  little  birds  be  known  — 

Who  guides  them  through  the  trackless  air, 

Repose  and  rest  to  find, 
And  o'er  the  waters  deep  to  leave 

The  wintry  storms  behind. 

And  while  we  know  that  thou  hast  sought 

A  home  more  true  and  fair, 
And  art  forever  safelv  housed 

Beyond  each  worldly  snare, 
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We'll  try  to  see  the  hand  divine 
Who  gives  and  takes  away,  ■ 

And  who  will  keep  our  birdling  safe 
Beneath  his  care  alway. 


ON  THE  OTHER  SIDE. 

Art  thou  waiting  for  me,  darling, 

On  the  other  side  the  door? 
Shall  I  once  more  see  and  know  thee 
When  this  transient  life  is  o'er? 
.    „    And  wilt  thou  receive  me  fondly, 
^v  As  in  days  of  yore? 

Wilt  thou  be  the  first  to  meet  me 
When  I  leave  this  world  of  care  — 

When  I  cast  aside  this  garment 
To  ascend  the  golden  stair? 

Then  shall  I  behold  thee  waiting 
With  a  welcome  there. 

Yes,  my  darling,  thou  hast  only 
Bade  farewell  to  journey  on  — 

Reached  thy  home  awhile  before  me, 
To  a  brighter  landscape  gone, 

Where  they  dwell  in  joy  forever. 
And  the  uoal  is  won. 
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There  I  shall  again  behold  thee 
When  this  dream  of  life  is  o'er, 

When  my  earthly  task  is  finished, 
And  the  mortal  is  no  more, 

Then  shall  I  with  joy  embrace  thee 
At  the  golden  door. 


MY   DARLING'S   CHAIR. 

This  vacant  little  chair  is  now 

A  relic  dear  to  me, 
For  it  'minds  me  of  a  form  on  earth 

I  nevermore  shall  see. 

A  cherub  form,  where  bright  eyes  seemed 

Like  sunlight  round  my  way  : 
But  like  an  angel  visitant, 

Short  was  its  earthly  stay. 

So  I  would  not  put  away  from  sight 

His  little  vacant  chair  ; 
Although  it  calls  forth  many  a  sigh  — 

I  love  to  see  it  there, 

For  fancy  fills  it  once  again 

Whene'er  I  sit  alone, 
And  the  treasured  form  returns  once  more 

That  has  from  vision  flown. 
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I  see  the  smiling-  cherub  face, 

That  grew  for  earth  too  fair, 
And  the  beaming  eves  that  followed  round. 

To  watch  me  everywhere, 

And  oft  beside  this  little  chair, 

When  no  one  else  is  nigh, 
I  view  with  faith  his  brighter  home 

Beyond  the  starry  skv. 

Nor  would  I  ask  again  on  earth 
My  treasure  to  enfold, 
.>  But  rather  still,  through  tears  and  love. 
His  vacant  seat  behold. 


SORROW. 

Sorrow  has  unto  me  seemed  like  a  friend  ; 
We  long  have  dwelt  together  side  by  side. 
And  sorrow  ever  with  me  will  abide. 

With  trouble  1  had  long  been  sorely  tried. 
But    sorrow    came    with    wreath   of    patience 

crowned, 
And  soon  in  her  an  angel  guest  I  found. 
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It  was  through   sorrow  that  my   heart  grew 

strong  — 
Through  her   I  looked   beyond  this  transient 

sphere, 
When   death  had   borne    away   my    treasures 

dear. 

When  unto  her  submissively  I  bowed, 
She  pointed  to  a  landscape  further  on, 
i\nd  said   my  path  will   lead   where   thev   are 
gone. 

And  now  I  know  that  sorrow's  path  is  blest  — 
That  she  is  but  a  messenger  of  love 
Sent  to  prepare  the  soul  to  dwell  above. 

Yet  trouble  and  sorrow  may  not  count  as  one, 
For  sorrow  gently  soothes  the  stricken  heart, 
But  trouble  is  of  earth,  and  cures  no  smart. 

Now  sorrow  and  I  with  faith  and  hope  abide, 
Nor  would  I  have  her  from  me  turn  aside. 
For  she  hath  led  me  like  an  angel  guide. 
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„       LOCKS   OF   GRAY. 

*  Oh,  what  can  be  more  beautiful 

When  youth  has  passed  away, 
More  suited  to  the  placid  face, 

Than  silvery,  locks  of  gray  ! 
They  seem  like  to  a  laurel  crown, 

That  speaks  of  victories  won. 
Of  battles  fought  and  conflicts  o'er, 

And  service  well-nigh  done. 

Oh,  what  can  grace  the  furrowed  brow 

Like  silvery  locks  of  hair  — 
What  so  become  the  faded  cheek, 

And  eve  grown  dim  with  care  ! 
Not  jetty  black,  or  golden  tinge, 

Or  deepest  shade  of  brown, 
Can  add  such  beauty  unto  age 

As  does  the  silvery  crown. 

Gray  locks  are  like  the  moon's  soft  beams, 

When  daylight  fades  away, 
Or  like  the  autumn  leaves  that  charm 

While  speaking  of  decay  : 
They  tell  us  that  the  summer  time 

Has  quickly  hurried  by, 
That  earthly  things,  however  fair, 

Bring  only  transient  joy. 

(59) 


But  it  we  still  look  further  on, 

Unto  the  joys  that  last, 
Keeping  in  view  the  brighter  home, 

Where  time  no  shade  can  cast, 
With  ne'er  a  sigh  for  the  steps  once  trod 

Shall  we  look  back  o'er  the  way, 
Tho'  fleeting  years  bring  withered  leaves, 

And  turn  our  locks  to  gray. 


BABY. 


Darling  little  baby, 

Only  six  months  old, 
What  may  lie  before  thee 

Waits  to  yet  unfold  ; 
Hidden  in  the  future 

Are  the  hopes  and  fears 
That  must  gather  round  thee 

In  the  coming  years. 

But  while  softly  smiling 

On  thy  mother's  knee 
What  the  future  holdeth 

Matters  not  to  thee  ; 
Satisfied  with  gazing 

On  her  loving  face, 
Seeking  nothing  further 

Than  her  soft  embrace. 
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Yel  as  time  flies  onward, 

Darling  little  one, 
Out  into  life's  ocean, 

He  will  bear  thee  on  ; 
Where  the  storms  and  tempests, 

Often  rudely  blow, 
And  where  raging  billows 
..    Round  thy  bark  will  flow. 

Who  will  then  protect  thee, 

Teach  thee  how  to  steer, 
When  the  hidden  breakers 
..And  the  treacherous  rocks  are  near? 
WJien  no  longer  gazing 

On  thy  mother's  face, 
Wilt  thou  find  a  shelter 

Warm  as  her  embrace? 


Darling  little  baby, 

To  him  who  gave  thee  life 
We  will  leave  the  future 

Though  fraught  with  care  and  strife, 
Pray  for  thy  protection 

While  we  tarry  here, 
Then  trust  that  he  will  teach  thee 

How  thy  bark  to  steer. 
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BABY  AT  REST. 

Darling  little  baby, 

Only  one  year  old, 
Soon  the  chord  is  loosened, 

And  the  story  told  ; 
What  the  future  holdeth, 

Fear  we  now  no  more, 
For  thy  earthly  course  is  ended, 

Thou  hast  safely  reached  the  short. 

Henceforth  from  all  the  perils 

Of  life's  ocean  thou  art  free  — 
Safer  than  when  smiling 

On  thy  mother's  knee  ; 
And  now  for  thy  protection 

We  cease  to  watch  and  pray, 
Since  thy  little  bark  is  anchored 

In  a  calm  untroubled  bay. 

And  soon  with  the  silent  boatman 

To  thee  we  shall  journey  on, 
He  will  bear  us  beyond  the  breakers 

To  the  portal  thou  hast  won  ; 
Then  darling  little  baby, 

When  we  reach  that  happier  shore, 
We  shall  again  enfold  thee, 

And  thou  wilt  depart  no  more. 
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LITTLE    FRANKIE. 

Little  form  that  nevermore 
Beside  my  own  can  stray, 

Little  household  treasure, 
Early  called  away, 

All  our  care  and  fondness 
Could  not  bid  thee  stay. 

Little  feet  that  pattered 

So  lightly  on  the  floor, 
In  fancy  still  I  hear  them, 

But  they  come  to  me  no  more  ; 
Their  mission  here  is  ended, 

And  they  tread  a  brighter  shore. 

Little  voice  like  music 

Falling  on  my  ear, 
All  the  lisping  prattle 

Now  seems  doubly  dear 
In  fond  memory  cherished, 

Calling  many  a  tear. 

Little  face  so  lovely, 

Like  an  angel's  fair, 
Gone  beyond  the  river, 

Safe  from  every  snare, 
Ever  watching  o'er  me, 

Waiting  for  me  there. 
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MY    LITTLE    GIRL. 

Just  as  pure  as  any  pearl, 

Is  my  darling  little  girl, 
An  ever  precious  jewel  of  the  heart ; 

And  no  gem  however  rare 

Can  in  worth  with  her  compare, 
Or  a  diamond  so  much  brilliancy  impart. 

Her  eyes  to  brown  incline, 

And  like  opals  bright  they  shine, 

But  her  brow  is  like  the  milk-stone,  smooth 
and  white  ; 
And  the  onyx  might  compare 
With  the  tresses  of  her  hair, 

For  they  are  dusky  as  the  shadows  of  the  night. 

And  never  would  I  part 

With  this  jewel  of  the  heart, 
For  the  rarest  gem  of  either  land  or  sea  ; 

Not  for  choicest  pearls,  I  trow, 

Nor  for  rubies  all  aglow, 
Would  I  without  this  one  sweet  treasure  be. 


A    DREAM   OF    HEAVEN. 

I  dreamed  that  I  wandered  away 
To  a  land  that  was  wondrously  fair, 

Leaving  behind  me  this  world  of  distress 
With  all  its  pain,  sorrow,  and  care. 

(64) 
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And  I  dreamed  that  a  guardian  angel 
All  robed  in  the  purest  of  white, 

Led  me  upward  through  realms  of  ether, 
Till  we  came  to  a  portal  of  light. 

Then  I  thought  that  this  portal  was  Heaven, 
Though  it  did  not  appear  to  be  far, 

And  we  entered  the  beautiful  city, 

For  the  bright  pearly  gate  stood  ajar. 

There  I  seemed  to  be  dazzled  with   splendor, 
Such  radiance,  and  glory,  and  joy, 

An/i  I  said  how  can  mortal  imagine 
TJie  bliss  that  awaits  us  on  high  ! 

Oh  the  sights  that  I  saw  in  that  region, 

No  language  can  ever  unfold, 
Bright  angels  with  harps,  sweetly  singing, 

And    the   streets   paved    with     crystal    and 
gold  : 

And  there  too  were  the  loved  ones  I  mourned 
so, 

When  they  left  me  in  youths'  sunny  day, 
I  saw  them  now  radiant  with  beauty, 

A  bloom  that  would  never  decay. 
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They  had  grown  most  ineffably  lovely, 
Yet  still  their  sweet  faces  I  knew, 

And  the  smile   had    not   changed    or  grown 
colder, 
That  while  here  upon  earth  was  so  true. 

Then  I  woke  from  my  beautiful  vision, 
Once  again  to  feel  weary  and  lone, 

But  I  know  that  ere  long  I  shall  enter 

That  bright  land  where  my  lost  ones  have 
flown. 


THE   BEREAVED. 

She  sat  alone  in  deep  unuttered  grief, 

With  heart  bowed  down  beneath  its  weight 
of  woe, 

Her  fondest  hopes  had  all  been  dashed  away, 
By  an  unlooked  for,  unexpected  blow. 

The  last  fond  idol  had  been  borne  from  sight 

To  rest  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  tomb, 
No  star  looked    down   to    cheer   her    lonely 
way, 
No  ray  of  light  peered   through  the   misty 
gloom. 
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Oh.  could  there  be  a  kind,  all-seeing  God, 
Each  one  regarding  with  a  father's  care, 

Could  he  have  stretched  so  pitiless  a  hand, 
To  leave  her  in  such  lonely,  dark   despair? 

How  can  she  bow  and  say  "Thy  will  be  done," 
To  one  she  deems  so  merciless  in  power, 

Who  darkened  all  the  sunshine  of  her  day, 
And  quenched  the  brightness  of  life's  little 
hour. 

Vain  was  their  speech, who  bade  her  not  repine  ; 
Their  far  off  heaven   healed   not  the  bur- 
dened sigh, 
"   W'hare  he  whose  memory  still  seemed  dear  as 
life, 
Might  never  once  look  down  with  loving  eye. 

Thus  did  she  grope  in  blindness  and  despair, 
Xo  glad  to-morrow  dawning  on  her  sight, 

Until  an  earthly  angel  crossed  her  path, 
And  o'er  the  shadow  spread  a  ray  of  light. 

Now  through  the  mists  that  gather  round  the 
tomb 
Shines  the  bright  hope-star  pointing  further 
on, 
And  the  beloved  one  seems  no  longer  lost, 
But  near  in  spirit,  though  the  form  is  gone. 
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BEAUTIFUL   FLOWERS. 

Beautiful  flowers,  I  have  planted  ye  here, 
Over  the  forms  unto  memory  so  dear, 

Planted  ye  here  in  my  sorrow  and  woe, 

As  an  emblem  of  those  who  lie  dreaming 
below  — 

As   an  emblem   of  life  that  too   quickly  was 
past, 
Of  beauty  too  fragile  and  lovely  to  last, 
Of  the  many  fond  hopes  that  cheat  life's  little 
day, 
That  blossom  so  fair  and  then  fall  to  decay. 

Now  }'e  will  brighten  this  early-made  tomb, 
Lend  to  the  zephyrs  a  sweeter  perfume, 

Bow  to  the  breezes  and  bask  in  the  sun, 

Then  from  sight  pass  away  as  all  fair  things 
have  done. 

But  on  this  sacred  spot  o'er  my  beautiful  dead, 
Whose  long  wavy  locks  in  the  darkness  are 
spread, 
Where'er  I  may   roam  ye  henceforward  will 
be 
The  dearest  of  flowers  and  the   sweetest  to 
me. 
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It  would  grieve  me  to  see  ye  crushed  down 
by  the  tread. 
Or  thoughtlessly   plucked    where    no    tear 
would  be  shed, 
Or  by  those  who  might  know  not   how  beau- 
tious  and  fair, 
Were  my  twain   who   so  early  lie   slumber- 
ing there. 


Each  sweet  little  petal  unfolding  so  bright, 
Seems  to  whisper  of  those  who  lie  hidden 
from  sight, 
1    Who  so  fragile  and    fair  in    their    transient 
array 
Have,  like  to  a  flower  newly  blown,  passed 
away. 


And  like  ye  lovely  flowers,  the  departed  and 
gone, 
They  will  in  the  glad  springtime   re-bloom 
and  live  on. 
Ye  are   types   of  this  short   life    which   seems 
but  a  day, 
And    of  that   which    remains,    rising    over 
decay. 
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MY   BIRDIE. 

I  had  a  little  birdie  once, 

Whose  voice  so  sweet  and  clear 

Made  warbling  music  all  day  long, 
To  charm  my  listening  ear. 

And  he  was  dearer  far  to  me, 

Than  words  of  mine  can  tell, 
But  he  plumed  his  wings  for  the  bright  beyond, 

And  bade  me  a  long  farewell. 

Now  I  sadly  miss  my  birdie, 

And  for  his  music  long, 
But  he  comes  no  more  to  glad  me 

With  his  daily  cheerful  song. 

And  still  I  bend  to  listen, 

For  the  love-tones  once  so  dear, 

For  how  can  I  think  my  precious  bird 
Will  never  again  come  near. 

Oh,  little  bird,  why  wert  thou  sent, 

So  soon  to  flee  away  ! 
We  would  have  kept  thee  with  us  here, 

So  welcome  was  thy  lay. 
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But  vain  was  all  our  anxious  care 

To  retard  thy  upward  flight, 
Thou  hast  winged  thy  way  to  a  sunnier  clime 

Far  from  our  mortal  sight. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  sweet  little  bird, 

Sing  on  in  thy  native  bowers, 
For  ne'er  henceforth  wilt  thou  return 

To  this  dark  world  of  ours. 


But  I  will  follow  where  thou  art  gone, 
And  listen  once  more  to  thee, 

Then  will  my  heart  be  satisfied, 
When  thy  fair  home  I  see. 


EVENING. 


How  beautiful  is  evening 

When  the  daylight  fades  away, 
And  the  crimson  clouds  are  blending 

With  the  golden  and  the  gray, 
When  the  little  feathered  choristers 

Their  daily  concert  close, 
And  all  things  seem  inclining 

To  a  silent,  soft  repose. 

(70 


How  beautiful  at  eventide 

To  wander  forth  alone, 
With  a  grateful  heart  uplifted 

To  the  good  all-Father's  throne  ; 
Beholding  in  each  little  flower 

Some  token  of  his  love, 
Some  sweet  assurance  that  we  have 

An  unseen  friend  above. 


How  beautiful  at  evening 

When  the  toil  of  day  is  o'er, 
To  review  the  precious  moments 

That  have  passed  to  come  no  more  ; 
And  find  that  we  have  stolen 

As  they  swiftly  hurried  by, 
Some  little  spark  of  knowledge, 

That  may  bring  immortal  joy. 

Life's  evening,  too,  is  beautiful. 

When  heavenly  rest  seems  nigh, 
And  we  totter  gently  down  the  hill 

Without  regret  or  sigh 
For  the  vain,  delusive  pleasures. 

That  so  quickly  passed  away  ; 
Still  looking,  as  we  journey  on, 
To  those  that  ne'er  decay. 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 

Gone  to  her  rest 

In  life's  beauty  and  bloom, 

Never  her  brow 

Had  been  shadowed  with  care. 
Plant  we  sweet  flowers, 
As  we  weep  o'er  her  tomb. 
Emblems  so  meet 

For  the  lovely  and  fair. 

Gone  from  the  evil 
And  strife  of  this  world, 
Called  while  her  heart 

Was  unsullied  and  pure. 
All  its  temptations 
And  wrongs  and  deceits 
She  has  escaped, 

And  is  safe  evermore. 

Still  do  hope's  visions 
Enchant  for  awhile, 
Bright  are  the  garlands 

We  weave  in  youth's  morn  ; 
Hard  seems  the  fate 
Of  the  lovely  and  young, 
Dying  while  beauty 

And  youth  are  their  own. 
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Oh,  many  things  here 
Are  with  mystery  fraught, 
Often  we  wonder 

And  sometimes  repine  ; 
For  through  the  dark  mists 
That  o'ershadow  the  sight, 
We  at  times  see  not  clearly 

The  hand  all  divine. 


Lord,  grant  us  that  faith 
That  will  banish  all  fear, 
Let  the  hope-star  look  bright 

When  the  clouds  become  gray  ; 
May  be  walk  with  a  trusting 
And  child-like  heart, 
Through  these  devious  paths, 

Where  so  blindly  we  stray. 


MEMORY'S  PICTURES. 

On  memory's  sacred  wall  I  see 
Two  faces  young  and  fair, 

With  eyes  like  opals  large  and  bright, 
And  wealth  of  glossiest  hair. 
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The"Vose  tint  on  the  dimpled  cheek, 

The  brow  of  finest  mould. 
The  slender  form  and  graceful  mien, 

Still  plainly  I  behold. 

And  never  will  they  change  with  years, 
Or  pale  'neath  autumn  gloom, 

Fqr  memory  holds  them  hence  enshrined, 
In  all  their  wonted  bloom. 

Perhaps  had  they  unto  riper  years, 

Still  tarried  here  below 
These  faces  now  might  seem  less  fair, 
*   .  .  Than  in  the  long  ago. 


They  might  have  borne  some  trace  of  grief 

Since  sorrow  all  must  share, 
But  on  their  brow  no  line  I  see, 

No  shade  of  time  is  there. 

And  this  I  know,  that  where  they  are, 

No  shadow  time  will  bring  ; 
Unto  those  wavy  locks  for  aye 

The  golden  hue  will  cling. 

Nor  ever  will  they  e'er  grow  old 

Upon  that  fadeless  plain, 
Just  blooming  into  womanhood, 

I  shall  see  them  once  again. 
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SPRING. 

The  lovely  spring  has  come  again, 
With  all  its  blooming  flowers, 

Its  dancing  rills  and  meadows  green, 
And  sweet  refreshing  showers. 

The  air  is  fragrant  with  perfume 
Of  bud  and  blossom  sweet, 

But  still  a  shadow  seems  to  fall 
Where'er  I  turn  my  feet. 

I  see  the  little  birds  return 
Who  sought  a  sunnier  shore, 

They  come  to  greet  us  with  same 
Sweet  music  as  of  yore. 

But  those  I  long  the  most  to  see 

Come  hither  not  again, 
The  voices  who  might  joy  restore, 

I  list  for  all  in  vain. 

The  footsteps  that  so  early  strayed, 

I  sigh  once  more  to  hear, 
And  all  the  music  of  the  air 

Without  them  lends  no  cheer. 
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The  seasons  pass  and  spring  returns 
With  all  her  wealth  of  joy, 

Restoring  unto  life  anew, 

The  things  which  seemed  to  die. 
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She  comes  with  smiles  and  songs  of  mirth, 
To  spread  her  bounteous  store, 

But  the  sweet  faces  that  we  miss, 
Return  to  us  no  more. 


^> 


CHRISTMAS    CAROL. 


'Christmas  day  has  come  again, 
All  its  glad  news  bringing, 

Welcome  in  the  joyful  morn 
And  let  the  bells  be  ringing, 

Put  all  sadness  far  away 
On  this  festive  holiday. 

Oh,  day  of  days  forever  blest. 

Forever  crowned  with  glory, 
As  years  roll  on  and  ages  pass 

Still  spreads  thy  wondrous  story, 
Till  every  land  has  learned  to  say 

Hail  !  all  hail,  to  Christmas  day  ! 
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Thrice  happy  morn,  whose  tidings  were 

Proclaimed  by  angels  holy, 
When  Christ  in  mortal  guise  came  down 

To  dwell  among  the  lowly. 
Rejoice  ye  poor,  and  sing  to-day, 

For  ye  were  his  beloved  alway. 

Rejoice  all  nations  near  and  far, 
For  round  the  world  is  dawning, 

The  light  that  shone  on  Judah's  plains, 
So  early  in  the  morning, 

When  the  babe  in  Bethlehem  lay 
Who  has  given  us  Christmas  day. 


MOTHER. 


Mother,  no  love  so  true  and  deep  as  thine 
Can  ever  in  this  life  again  be  mine  ; 
Where'er  I  wander  over  land  or  sea, 
Ne'er  shall  I  find  another  friend  like  thee. 

Thy  sweet    affection    brightened  childhood's 

clay, 
Thy  soft  caress  the  falling  tear  would  stay ; 
For  every  little  sorrow  that  befell 
A  charm  was  in  thy  kiss  to  make  it  well. 
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Now  to  the  past  my  wandering  thoughts  will 

turn, 
[n  pain  or  sickness  still  for  thee  I  yearn  ; 
No  earthly  friend  can  ever  fill  thy  place, 
Or  time  thy  image  from  my  heart  erase. 

Farewell,  dear  mother,  to  a  brighter  shore, 
Thou  hast  but  gone  a  little  while  before  ; 
But  memory  still  enshrines  the  form  of  clay, 
Whose   love  was  once  the   star  of  life's  dark 
way. 


iIIE    LITTLE    OUTCAST. 

Little  unfortunate  baby 

Into  a  cruel  world  born, 
What  does  the  star  of  thy  destiny  say, 
But  that  a  dark  shadow  will  follow  thy  way, 

A  shadow  of  pitiless  scorn. 

Poor  little  unfortunate  baby, 

With  no  one  to  welcome  thee  here. 

Must  the  evil   or  wrong  that  thy  mother  has 
done, 

Be  entailed  upon  thee,  little  innocent  one? 
Ah,  yes,  even  so,  'twill  appear. 
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Then  return  back  to  heaven,  little  baby, 

Away  from  this  world  so  unfair, 
Go  where  the  kind  angels  will  welcome  thee  in 
Nor  ask  of  thy  mother's  transgression  or  sin, 
Ere  they  grant  thee  protection  or  care. 


LITTLE   ALFY. 

Darling  little  Alfy, 

Full  of  life  and  fun, 
Wishing  every  morning 

To  rise  before  the  sun  ; 
Thinks  the  days  not  long  enough 

To  give  him  time  for  play, 
Thus  the  hours  of  childhood 

Pass  merrily  away. 

Thus  each  morning  finds  him 

Busy  as  a  bee, 
Turning'  into  playthings 

All  that  he  can  see, 
Calling  sticks  his  horses 

And  riding  up  and  down, 
Driving  them  in  fancy 

To  many  a  distant  town. 

(So) 


'- 


Happy  as  a  cherub 

In  his  childish  bliss, 
Thinking  every  sorrow 

Can  be  cured  with  mama's  kiss. 
Yet  I  often  wonder, 

Sometimes  with  a  sigh, 
What  may  be  the  trials 

That  await  thee  by  and  by. 

Darling  little  Alfy 

I  would  ask  for  thee 
Not  from  worldlj^  sorrow 
And  affliction  to  be  free, 
,  -    But  that  God  would  errant  thee 
■■-*■  «#*-In  this  life  of  care, 

Strength  and  patient  courage 
Its  allotted  ills  to  bear. 


May  he  guide  thee  early 

Into  wisdom's  way, 
And  with  faith  uphold  thee 

Through  each  cloudy  day, 
Teach  thee  how  to  conquer 

Each  besetting  sin, 
And  to  listen  ever 

To  the  monitor  within. 


(8.) 


TO   MY  DEAR   FRIENDS    MR.  AND  MRS. 
BOOTH,  — IN    MEMORIAM. 

She  has  glided  o'er  the  river, 

And  from  vision  passed  away, 
Never  more  to  be  a  dweller 

In  the  transient  home  of  clay  ; 
Passed  beyond  these  earthly  shadows, 

Out  into  the  broader  light, 
Where  the  glories  would  be  dazzling 

To  our  dim  imperfect  sight. 

We  who  still  the  veil  are  wearing 

May  not  penetrate  that  sphere, 
Where  are  gathered  all  the  loved  ones 

Who  once  tarried  with  us  here  ; 
Yet,  dear  parents,  she  awaits  you 

In  that  undiscovered  land, 
Where  she  now  has  solved  the  mysteries 

We  so  blindly  understand. 

Where  henceforth  still  pure  and  lovely 

She  will  evermore  remain. 
Like  a  new  blown  flower  transplanted 

To  a  bright  unfading  plain. 
Never  will  time's  stealthy  footstep 

Bid  her  youthful  charms  decay, 
Nor  her  shining  golden  tresses 

'Neath  his  touch  grow  scant  and  gray. 
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Slxe  has  only  journeyed  onward 

In  a  loftier  walk  to  tread, 
Now  become  your  guardian  angel 

Though  you  mourn  her  with  the  dead. 
Soon  or  later  you  will  follow 

O'er  the  same  deep  river  stray, 
And  be  once  again  united 

In  that  home  across  the  way. 


SUN  OF  MY  DAY. 

Sun  of  my  day, 

I  see  thee  fast  declining, 
On  towards  the  western  hills 

Thy  rays  are  shining  ; 
Noon's  little  hour 

Has  swiftly  hurried  by, 
And  shadows  deepen 

In  the  once  blue  sky  ; 
Yet  O  my  soul  ! 

Be  not  with  fears  o'ercast, 
Thy  sun  will  rise  once  more. 

When  night  is  past. 
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FLOWERS. 

Flowers,  lovely  flowers, 

Ye  are  things  of  delight, 
Smiling  alike  on  the  rich  and  the  poor  ; 

Adorning  the  mansion, 

Yet  blooming  as  bright 
'Round  the  lowly-born  cottager's  door. 

Scattered  in  love 

By  the  bountiful  hand 
Who  bestoweth  his  gifts  on  the  great  and  the 
small, 

Who  maketh  his  sun 

O'er  each  one  to  shine, 
And  is  ever  the  Friend  and  the  Father  of  all. 

How  blessed  thy  mission 

Oh  beautiful  flowers  ! 
To  partake  in  our  sorrow  and  joy  ye  appear ; 

Entwined  for  the  maiden 

In  bridal  array, 
And  bendincj  in  love  o'er  the  tomb  and  the  bier. 


& 


Yet  like  all  lovely  things 

In  this  transient  abode, 
Quickly  ye  fade  and  from  sight  pass  away  ; 

Unto  the  thoughtful  heart 

Seeming  to  speak 
Of  the  swift  fleeting  pleasures  of  life's  little  day. 
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-hi  sweet,  solemn  language 

Ye  seem  to  portray 
This  fragile  existence,  its  blossom  and  blight : 

For  ye  bloom  but  to  fade. 

And  yet  come  forth  anew 
From  the  shadow  of  death   and  the  darkness 
of  night. 

And  'tis  thus  with  the  beautiful 

Flowers  of  the  heart, 
'T  is  the  outer  garb  only  that  falls  to  decay  : 

And  we  sorrow  and  call  them 

The  lost  and  the  dead, 
'!3>V-he*n  the}-  change  but  the  old  for  a  brighter 
.  ..,,<  «0*      array. 


THE   BETROTHED. 

(The  nuptial  day  was  set,  and  all  things  in  readiness. 
when  she  was  suddenly  stricken  with  fever  and  called 
away.) 

Where  art  thou,  oh  my  promised  bride? 

I  long  for  thee  to-day  ; 
But  to  my  call  thou  answerest  not, 
Hast  thou  the  nuptial  hour  forgot, 

Or  whither  dost  thou  stray  ? 
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And  I  am  waiting,  wearily  and  lone, 

Wanting  thy  smile  to  cheer  ; 
But  thy  light  footstep  meeteth  mine  no  more, 
And  when  I  enter  the  accustomed  door, 

My  tread  thou  dost  not  hear. 

Yet  when  alone  soft  whispers  seem  to  say 

That  still  thy  love  is  true  : 

But  'tis  not  I  who  must  await  for  thee, 
Since  thou  art  gone  to  watch  and  wait  for'  me 

Beneath  a  sky  more  blue. 

Ah,  yes  !  thou  hast  gone  forth  in  new  array, 

With  wedding  garments  on  : 
Lifted  above  the  fleeting  joys  of  time 
The  marriage  feast  of  holier  love  to  join, 

And  with  the  blest  sit  down. 

And  when  the  angel  Death  bids  me  arise 

To  seek  that  clime  more  fair, 
'Twill  to  my  longing  spirit  somewhat  seem 
Like  the  fulfilment  of  a  pleasant  dream, 

To  know  that  thou  art  there. 

Thus  will  I  think  of  thee  as  only  gone 

A  little  while  before  ; 
Though  I  a  little  longer  hither  wait, 
But  where  thou  art  shall  follow,  soon  or  late, 

To  dwell  forevermore. 
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^  A  LITTLE    VOICE. 

Once  a  little  voice 

Made  my  heart  rejoice, 
But  now  my  joy  is  o'er 

For  its  echo  comes  no  more. 

Once  a  tender  smile 

Cheered  me  for  a  while, 

But  now  I  'm  sad  and  lone 

For  the  smile  so  sweet  has  flown. 

Like  a  little  sunbeam 

On  a  wintry  day, 
A  little  form  of  beauty 

Came  and  went  away. 

Came  and  went  so  quickly 
That  we  scarcely  knew 
How  it  twined  around  us 
Till  it  bade  adieu. 

But  our  little  sunbeam 

Shines  across  the  way, 
Only  hidden  from  us 

By  a  cloud  of  gray. 

And  a  little  cherub 

Who  has  gone  before, 
Will  smile  a  recognition 

When  we  reach  the  o-olden  door. 

(S7^ 


SOMEWHERE. 


There  is  a  clime  somewhere, 
Beyond  this  world  of  care, 

A  more  enduring  station 

And  a  loftier  habitation  ; 

I  shall  some  day  seek  its  portal 

And  abide  forever  there. 


I  shall  find  somewhere  that  rest 
By  mortal  ne'er  possessed, 

Where,  with  aught  that  is  perplexing, 

Or  untrue  and  false  and  vexing, 
I  shall  nevermore  be  troubled 

Or  with  petty  wrongs  oppressed. 


Where'er  that  bright  realm  be 

It  matters  not  to  me, 
So  that  with  love  immortal 
They  await  me  at  its  portal 

Who  were  on  earth  the  dearest, 
Whom  I  long  the  most  to  see. 
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^  LITTLE  FAITH. 

■'    Faith,  my  darling,  come  to  mother, 
Come  and  close  beside  her  lay, 
Throw  your  little  arms  around  her, 

For  she  has  not  long  to  stay, 
God  is  calling,  and  my  precious 
I  must  soon  away. 

No,  dear,  say  not  God  is  cruel, 
He  but  calls  me  to  the  sky  ; 

Little  Faith  will  some  day  follow  — 
Come  to  dwell  there  by  and  by, 

And  again  be  mother's  darling, 
Ln  that  home  of  joy. 

My  little  girl  must  not  be  weeping  ; 

Dearest,  list  to  what  I  say  : 
Mother  is  not  going  from  you, 

In  a  far-off  land  to  stray  ; 
Heaven  is  near  us  and  its  angels 

Dwell  not  far  away. 

Thus  her  happy  spirit  entered 
On  its  new  celestial  birth, 

Trusting  still  at  times  to  linger 
Round  the  dearest  ones  on  earth, 

And  love's  chain  to  keep  unbroken 
'.Midst  that  holier  mirth. 
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IN   MEMORIAM. 

She  has  left  this  transient  country, 
Sought  a  clime  more  true  and  fair  ; 

Passed  away  from  earthly  vision, 
Gone  beyond  the  reach  of  care. 

Shed  for  her  no  tear  of  sorrow, 
Weep  not  for  the  truly  blest ; 

She  has  gained  the  home  she  longed  for, 
Entered  into  perfect  rest. 

Children  dear,  and  lonely  husband, 
Called  affliction's  path  to  tread  ; 

Still,  amidst  your  grief  remember 
That  she  dwells  not  with  the  dead. 

Though  her  voice  in  prayer  no  longer 

May  beseechingly  arise, 
She  is  still  your  watchful  guardian, 

Looking  downward  from  the  skies. 

Though  unlooked  for  came  the  summons, 

Ready  stood  she  to  depart ; 
Calmly  laying  down  her  burden 

With  a  trusting,  steadfast  heart. 

Oh  may  we,  who  knew  and  loved  her, 

Follow  in  the  path  she  trod  ; 
And  like  her  when  called,  stand  ready 

To  depart  and  dwell  with  God. 

(9°) 


^  LITTLE    DAISY. 

*      Little  girl  so  very  fair, 

What  shall  we  to  thee  compare  ? 

Is  there  anything  so  charming  to  behold 
As  a  little  baby  girl, 
With  a  forehead  white  as  pearl, 

And    features    that    were    formed  in  beauty's 
mould  ? 

When  we  gaze  upon  thy  face, 

Such  loveliness  we  trace, 
We  are  minded  of  some  little  fairy  queen  : 

But  thy  sweet  charms  are  real, 
**      -And  theirs  are  but  ideal, 
•L*vmg~only  in  the  fancy  all  unseen. 

Thou  wilt  some  day  be  a  belle, 
For  thy  beaming  eyes  excel 
The  brightest  star  that  twinkles  in  the  skv. 
With  thy  hair  of  golden  hue, 
And  thv  cheeks  like  roses  too, 

mi 

How  many  will  admire  thee  by  and  by. 

That  thy  path  through  life  may  be 

Fair  as  is  thy  form  to  see  ; 
This  boon  for  little  Daisy  we  implore. 

And  that  peace  and  tranquil  rest 

May  ever  dwell  within  thy  breast. 
Is  all  that  we  will  ask  and  nothing  more. 
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ODE    TO    THE    OLD    YEAR. 

Good-bye,  old  year,  I'll  not  repine 

That  thou  art  passed  away, 
For  I  now  am  one  year  nearer 

To  the  land  of  endless  day  ; 
Nearer  to  those,  the  loved  and  lost, 

Who  with  thee  took  their  flight, 
Who  cast  aside  the  garb  of  earth 

For  one  more  fair  and  bright. 

Good-bye,  old  year,  I  leave  with  thee 

The  sorrow  of  the  past, 
Beholding  with  the  eye  of  faith 

A  life  more  true  and  vast, 
Where  blossom  still  the  beauteous  flowers 

That  withered  on  thy  track, 
And  to  this  short,  uncertain  life 

Ne'er  would  I  call  them  back. 

Farewell,  old  year,  and  shouldst  thou  prove 

For  me  the  last  on  earth, 
May  I  without  regret  pass  on 

To  hail  the  new  year's  birth  ; 
The  glad  new  year  whose  glorious  dawn 

Will  darken  nevermore, 
Whose  chimes  proclaim  the  soul  new  born, 

And  everv  conflict  o'er. 
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^  LONELY   MOTHER. 

Art  thou  dreaming,  lonely  mother, 
Vainly  dreaming  of  the  past ; 

Has  thy  flower  so  fondly  cherished, 

In  its  earliest  beauty  perished, 
And  o'er  life  a  shadow  cast. 

Art  thou  dreaming  of  an  idol, 

"Of  thine  only  one  so  dear, 
Whose  sweet  voice  of  mirth  and  gladness 
Seemed  to  chase  each  cloud  of  sadness, 
Like  a  sunbeam  round  thee  here  ? 

Yet  for  her  how  vain  thy  sorrow, 
'„-  ■  Gentle  mother,  cease  thy  woe; 
>-l>e~rias  found  a  loftier  dwelling, 
Where  the  joys  exceed  all  telling, 
And  no  pain  or  grief  they  know. 

"Tis  not  here  thou  shalt  behold  her, 

In  thy  dreams  look  farther  on  ; 
Though  her  light  feet  come  not  hither, 
Thine,  ere  long  shall  follow  thither  ; 
She  has  but  before  thee  gone, 

Dream  of  love  that  fadeth  never, 

Of  life  beyond  the  swelling  sea  ; 
Of  a  bright,  enduring  morrow, 
That  will  bring  no  eve  of  sorrow, 
Where  she  waits  to  welcome  thee. 
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LITTLE    BERTIE. 

Little  Bertie,  each  day  finds  me 
Longing  for  thy  soft  embrace  ; 

For  the  patter  of  thy  footsteps, 
And  thy  smiling,  winsome  face. 

Each  day  seem  I  more  to  miss  thee, 
Yearning  for  thee  all  in  vain  ; 

For  I  know  that  thou  canst  never 
Come  to  glad  my  sight  again. 

Yet  in  dreams  I  sometimes  see  thee, 
Now  a  little  cherub  bright, 

With  thy  placid,  childish  features 
Smiling  in  the  rosy  light. 

By  the  gentle  angels  tended, 

In  the  golden  streets  thou  'It  play, 

'Neath  their  watchful  care  unfolding, 
Never  hence  to  go  astray. 

Of  the  follies  and  temptations 
That  surround  us  here  below, 

Of  earth's  petty  wrongs  and  trials, 
Nothing  wilt  thou  ever  know. 

Darling  Bertie,  should  I  mourn  thee, 
Feeling  thus  that  thou  art  blest  ? 

Selfish  is  the  depth  of  sorrow 

Which  pervades  the  human  breast. 
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Yet  L-would  not  here  recall  thee, 

To  this  world  whence  thou  hast  flown 

Where  each  treasure  soon  departeth, 
And  where  nothing  seems  our  own. 

Soon  or  later,  little  Bertie, 

I  shall  come  to  dwell  with  thee, 

And  that  further  habitation 

Will  more  true  and  lasting  be. 


A   SPIRIT  VOICE. 

Oh  mourn  not  for  me  as  one  laid  in  the  grave, 
'  AVher*e  all  things  forgotten  must  be  ; 
Por-mY-'iiome  is  with  those  who  have  lifted 
the  veil, 
And  beyond  the  dark  shadows  can  see. 

I  have  only  retired  from  life's  trials  and  woes, 
Leaving  nothing  behind  but  the  clay  ; 

And  the  forms  that  were  truest  and  dearest  on 
earth 
Are  still  dear,  though  with  angels  I  stray. 

Then  call  me  not  lost  who  am  still  living  on 

In  the  glorified  image  of  God, 
Nor    say    that   I    dwell    in   the   darkness   and 
gloom. 

Sleeping  senselessly  under  the  sod. 
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Oh  ye  on  whom  rested  my  last  look  of  love, 
For  my  early  fate  heave  not  a  sigh, 

But  think  of  me  now  as  eternally  blest, 

Looking  down  from  the  bright,  starry  sky. 

The  transient  abode  of  unrest  I  have  flown 

To  rejoice  in  a  loftier  birth  ; 
But  the  light  of  affection  unaltered  remains 

Towards  the  truest  and  dearest  of  earth. 


IN  THE   TWILIGHT. 

In  the  twilight  I  am  sitting, 

Sitting  all  alone  ; 
Listening  to  the  breezes 

And  the  zephyrs'  gentle  moan, 
And  they  sound  to  me  like  voices 

Voices  that  have  flown. 

I  am  longincr  for  the  faces  — 

Faces  once  so  dear  ; 
Yearning  to  behold  them, 

But  the}-  tread  a  loftier  sphere, 
And  I  shall  see  them  never — 

Never,  no,  not  here. 
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I^know  that  grief  is  useless  — 

Useless  evermore  ; 
For  they  who  left  me  early 

Entered  safe  the  golden  door, 
I  shall  meet  them  with  the  blessed 

Blessed  gone  before. 

Yes,  I  shall  surely  follow  — 

Follow  where  they  are  ; 
And  that  bright,  celestial  city 

Lies  not  so  very  far, 
Where  the  pearly  gates  stand  ever 

Ever  on  the  jar. 


— '  -~  LINES  TO  A  FRIEND. 

Those  silvery  locks  of  thine,  dear  friend, 

Retain  a  beauty  rare, 
Though  time  has  robbed  them  of  the  hue 

That  once  they  used  to  wear. 
The  golden  brown  of  earlier  days 

Has  faded  into  gray, 
But  still  no  lustre  have  they  lost 

As  years  have  flown  away. 

With  marked  profusion  still  they  fall 

Around  the  placid  face, 
Where  kind  expression  lend::  a  charm 

.More  sweet  than  vmithful  <n-ace. 
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Those  silken  locks  which  time  has  changed 

To  yellow  tinted  gray, 
I  deem  more  lovely  than  they  were 

In  youth's  fantastic  day. 


ODE   TO   CONSUMPTION. 

Consumption,    dread    foe    of  the    lovely   and 
young, 
On  the  youthful  and  fair  most  severe  ; 
Thou  doth  pass  like  a  blighting  wind  over  our 
shores 
With  unchecked  and  defiant  career. 

Oh  why  is  thy  aspect  so  flattering  and  false, 

So  prone  to  deceive  and  allure 
That  none  seem  aware  of  thy  silent  approach 

Until  thou  hast  made  them  secure. 

The  brightest  and  truest  and  best  of  our  race 
Have  been  early  by  thee  borne  away, 

And   science,  though  daily   advancing,   turns 
pale 
When  seeking  to  rescue  thy  prey. 

Oh  fearful  assailant !  how  long  wilt  thou  reign 
The  unconquerable  foe  of  our  land, 

How  long  shall  the  wisest  and  best  of  our  race 
Be  cut  down  by  thy  merciless  hand  ? 
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THE   TWILIGHT   ANGEL. 


In  the  twilight  came  an  angel 
From  the  brighter  realms  of  air, 

And  so  silently  he  entered 

None  perceived  his  presence  there  ; 

Yet  it  was  a  kindly  message 
That  the  angel  came  to  bear. 

Deeper  grew  the  twilight  shadows, 
Softly  fell  the  shades  of  night ; 

Sped  once  more  the  viewless  angel 

With  a  footstep  soft  and  light, 
^Bearing  thence  a  new-born  spirit, 
Joyful  in  its  upward  flight. 

Through  the  pearly  gate  they  enter 

Into  realms  of  golden  day, 
While  upon  the  empty  casket 

Dear  ones  look  with  sad  dismay  ; 
Thus  we  mourn  for  those  who  only 

Cast  aside  the  garb  of  clay. 

Oh  may  we  who  tarry  longer, 
Upward  look  with  trustful  eye, 

Nor  deem  that  in  the  grave's  dark  portal 
Do  our  departed  loved  ones  lie  ; 

For  though  the  dust  to  dust  returneth, 
The  spirit's  home  is  in  the  sky. 
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THE   DEAF  AND   DUMB   AT   PRAYER. 


I  saw  the  lonely  deaf  and  dumb 

Unite  in  solemn  prayer, 
With  words  to  outward  ears  unknown 
Thev  brought  unto  the  sacred  throne 

Each  pent-up  grief  and  care. 

An  impressive  sight  it  was  to  see 

This  speechless,  silent  band, 
In  sweet  communion  of  the  heart, 
Believing  Christ  would  grace  impart, 
And  in  their  midst  would  stand. 


And  thus  I  thought,  he  who  has  said 

"I  love  the  prayer  sincere," 
Will,  to  the  lonely  deaf  and  dumb 
Who  with  a  trusting  spirit  come, 
Bow  down  the  listening  ear. 


It  needeth  not  the  power  of  voice 

Or  gifted  flow  of  speech, 
To  find  acceptance  at  his  throne, 
Who  judges  from  the  heart  alone, 
And  knows  the  thoughts  of  each. 
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MY    TWAIN. 


They  were  beautiful  I  know, 
Lovely  as  the  sunset  glow  ; 
But  they  faded  like  the  snow 
Ere  a  dark  cloud  yet  hung  low. 

Sweetly  seemed  they  to  unfold, 
Pure  their  hearts  as  molten  gold  ; 
But  the  story  soon  was  told, 
And  their  cherry  lips  grew  cold. 

'  Sfwift  the  wintry  days  passed  bv 
''Midst  their  music,  mirth,  and  joy. 
And  my  heart  forgot  to  sigh 
While  their  merry  feet  were  nigh. 

Many  years  have  flown  away 
Since  they  cast  aside  the  clay. 
Yet  I  still,  from  day  to  day 
Think  what  treasures  once  were  they 

Scarce  to  womanhood  yet  grown, 
Youth's  sweet  graces  all  their  own  ; 
Like  two  flowerets  newly  blown, 
By  a  tempest  rudely  strown. 

(IOI) 


Yet  I  know  my  beauteous  twain 
Faded  to  re-bloom  again  ; 
And  beyond  this  life  so  vain, 
Will  immortal  youth  retain. 

And  I  too,  some  future  day, 
Perhaps  not  very  far  away, 
Shall  follow  where  their  light  feet  stray 
Just  beyond  these  clouds  of  gray. 
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